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terest to Johann as to Joris, and as he
stood looking at it Joris came from the
lack door and teld him the woman said he
could see the little sister, Then Johann's
round face lit up, and dropping their shoes
at the doer, for In this queer Dutch land
| everyhody leaves his wooden clip-¢laps at
doorstep. the boys tiptoed, hand in
| hand, Into a room where nurse gave them
a peep at a tiny red object. To tell the
truth, this little red creature wasn't at all
| beautiful. But Johann gi%ed at It with

longing eyes. If only—the stork hadnt
the mistake!

ittle=hoy fashion
1 other a great

j L]

mnade
Joris
after

Johann and
deal, and

the e room which held the wonder-
ful Johann told Joris how sure he
Wils t the stork had stopped at the
W house, This made Joris very
th tful. He wanted the baby himself,
b there did seem some truth 'In what

Jogann sald, for it was hardly fair to have

| two sisters and Johann none,
Johann," said Jorls Dbrightening
up, “we’ll climb the stalrs and tell 1 e
X bout if, and that you 80 much want

storks

“Come,

they ran Into the attle, waere,
through an operning In the roof, they could
caich sight of the birds. Then the two lit-

tle boy told their story. The old mother
stork, hearing their voices, stood very still
upon foot and crooked her head on one
side just as though she understood every
word

The caildren felt better after that, for

Joris was sure he had done all he could to

make up for the mistake. If a mistake it
had been. And Johann was sure that the
| stork would remember him next time,

An hour la e started for homs
when he at the front patle
looked up the front door he sat
down on wick walk and rul
eyes do you think he saw on
[ ] he 1 béen wishing

counld remember, only

q re were two, Yes, two

S t colors were on the

L, and two pin must mean Lwo

babies. That Iy what it did

mean. It was that two ‘babies—a
boy and a gir! to the house,

There appy little boys in

this
walter,

ries across the
there was ever
another 80 happy as Johann when ne Jook-
od down at the two puckered, red faces by

his mamma's side

“Joris and 1 told the mother stork, and
the bables, one new one and
) ) ol 8 mistake!" eried

8 ¢nd close to his
: on him as only
erstand all there Is in 11t-

smile,

hearts can

| How First Oyster Came to Be Eaten.
The

have

who ate the first
brave, for certainly the
hest an oyster is not its
lonks, runs that a man thrust
hisg forefinger into an ofen shell he found
on the seashore

it was

man oyster must

been .very
thing about
The story

The oyster, whose shell
wis very angry and closed it on
the fingers of the man to astonish-
ment and pain. It took a deal of
wrenching to liberate finger, which
was considerably Injured in the opera-
tion. The man put his finger in his mouth
to lessen the pain, and thus learned the
| taste. Having learned it he smashed all
| the shells with stones and devoured their
contents He ate ovsters until he was
completely filled Afterward whenever
this man was hungry he went to the oys-
ter bank and from being thin and wiry
hecame fat and rosy. His nelghbors not-
ed the change, and one day followed him
to hls retreat near the sea. There they
learned the reason, and many of them
fell into the same habits, The secret once
out, It spread abroad with great rapidity
The oyster-eating hablt was inaugurated
and has come down to us. When all thils
accurred the story does not say, History
| though lets us know that oyvster eating
was known to the ancient Greeks and Ro-
who thought very highly of oys-
ters as articles of diet.

his
great

the

mans

A Life for a Life.
known

A well

from death

man was recently saved
by n One of these
troublesome little pests was nibbling in
the where the gentleman slept. A

mouse.

room

trap was set, In the night the mouse
rame, the bait was seized, the trap door
| fell with a crash. The man awoke to find

the room full of gas, which had escaped
from a half-turned burner,
AL nicest part of this story (which is a
true one) is that the gentleman said he
{ believed that a life demanded another
[ life. Consequently the mouse was re-
leased with only a sprained paw. Let us
I that the inctdent taught him to be-
of traps in the future, no matter
how good the cheese smells.
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THE TRUE STORY OF A THRILLING EXPE-
RIENCE.
BY W. 8. WALLACE.

Willis, the son of Mr. Boker, the station
agent, had been given a new bob sled for
his birthday, and he was anxious to try it.
S0 on a certain Saturday he gathered .to-
gether a few boon comrades who were glad
of a ride or two, and tried all the hills in
town, in successlon. At length Forest slreet
alone remained unconquered, and thither
Willis and company bent their steps. The
Meteor, as the bobsled was called, proved
hills seemed too

g0 fast that the longest
short to its owner. Forest hill, however,
could be coasted for a half mile—that Is,

from the last turn by the Bell house clear
down to the railroad tracks, whera the sta-
ticn stood.

The hill was crowded with merry coasters
when Willis started up. He knew that
above the bend the road continued to as-
cend the mountain side for two more miles,
and it was suggested to him on the way
up that no one had ever yet dared to coast
the whole distance:

“RBoys.,” cried Willis, eagerly, “I

There was a shout-of derision. -

“ves, I think I'll try it; who'll go with
me?’ he cried, defiantly. *“Volunteers want-
ed to ride the Meteor from the top of the
mountaln."”

At first the boys shied, but presently Wil-
lis had chosen three other boys to ride with

dare!”

him, and after cautioning the ocoasters to
wiatch out for him, departed for the Lop,
two miles away. 2

“Ooch,” eried a Hitle girl when they had

gone, it will go so fasl we shan't sea It at
afl"!

“Yep," said another with vague notions of
speed. *It will go five miles a second.’ )

The bovs trudged silently up, up, up. unti
at last they came out on a level space
top of the hill. Wiilis put Fenn Broker on
the brakes in the rear, took the whael
himself, and the Meteor was ready for what
was to prove its last performance as a hah-
Now. the had clearad the
road and posted a boy at the railroad cross-
Ing to warn sleighs, carriages and grocery
wagons of the meteoric danger; s0 that
Willis felt quite safe as the Meteor dropped

sled, coasters

gently over the crest.
3 e're off,” cried Willis. *“If any one
wants to guit he better tumble off now.’
No one did, and the swift Meteor, trae 10
its name, began 10 gather way at once. The
first turn was passed on the uinside in good
I and the snow began to whirl into
1weir eyves in earnest. But the deep snow
up on the mountain had drifted in‘o ithe
road, preventing high speed. At the sechHind
turn the Meteor dwung dangerously near
the bank. and now the road wecrame

smoother. The boys saw the (rees meredy
as long blurred shadowy things; the speed
was increasing with each yvard, and now the
riders could the last turn at the Bell
house, with a crowd of dellghted coaSters
on the banks. Willis felt that the worst
was over and called for brakes, but the
bobsled did not slow up at all. It was hard
to =teer it at all now, and as Meteor
shot by the Bell house it ran far up on the
bank, nearly golng over a fifteen-foot wall.
The boyvs merely saw two lines of black as
they whizzed through the cheering crowd

asa

0ne

and took the last turn,
The Meteor took the last =tretech with a
bound that nearly left Fenn behind. He

applied the brakes, there was a slight jerk—
and the gear broke. With a stralght run of
a half mile to the bottom before them, and
the Meteor going o fast that its riders had

to cling on desperately, the brakes had
broken. Willis did not know {t, but they
were at that moment going faster—much

faster than the Limited Express that passed
through the town dally at noon. It was
no fun now—only a terrlble suspense, with
the certaln outlook of a crash against the
station wall at the end.

Wiilts felt queer. He could now see noth-
ing bur straight black and white lines, like
ruled pencil lines, rushing upward between
the front runners. Once for a brief second
he lost control of the wheel, and In that
gecond the Meteor crossed the road, tore
up on the bank, swerved, and returned to
its path, every boy on It was as white as
paper. Willis felt responsible, and he saw,
too, that the boy placed gfgthe hill bottom
was dancing about wildly. The last few
vards of road slipped away as If jerked
from under, and at that instant a horse
and sleigh turned into Forest street. It
was all over in a flash of red and white.
The Meteor, going faster than the man in
the sleigh, faster than any one ever saw
anything going before wheeled out of a
cloud of snow dust, struck the sleigh slde-
ways, passed under the horse and hurled
itself, empty, against the station wall,
where It was dashed into a bundred pleces.

The great ride was over, apd four plucky,
foolish boys lay here and there in the snow
But by a mlracle there was llttle damage
done, except to the Meteor Itself. Mr. Bo-

ker picked up his son and his comrades
and discovered thirty or forty bruises, some
bad cute and a broken arm. Willls had

broken his arm In two places, but it soon

knitted. And since that time no dne 18
coasted down Forest s t, and a larg
gign on & tree there reads:
B P BT SR P S SN 3
: NOTICE!

Coasting forbldden on this hill, as :
it Is very dangerous. A fine of five
dollars every violation of
rule.
temember

this :

for

the Meteor, boys!

.. . . P . -
To do a daring act simply because it is
bold is not real bravery: when death Is
risked merely for sport, bravery becomes
fool anardiness.

A Prince Who is Fond of Horses.

Eitel Frederick, prince of Prussia, and
younger brother of the crown prince of
Germany, Is considered one of the flnest
horsemen of Europe. The German people
love him greatly for this, along with hils
kincdness to his animals, a quality some-
times wanting when great daring is pos-
sessid by boys.

When the prince was sixteen he was given
the freedom of the royal stables and told
that he could select one of the fine Arabian
ponies for his own use. He asked i{f he
couli look after him just as bovs in lesser
stations In life do with their ponles, and
his ’ather's reply was:

“I want my boys toe know how to work
and eare for everything that belongs to
theni."™

Eite! did care for his pony and spent
many moments learning all about the needs
and nature ¢f horses. He discovered that
his Arablan could jump and, riding him
one day, he cleared a four-barrud fence,
which greatly delighted the emperor, who
was riding with him,

A short time after this his father gave
him a powerful hunting horse. The boy
looked like a midget on him, but would not
ride him for thre¢ or four days.

“A horse needs to know you,"-he gravely
said, “before he makes up his mind whether
you will be kind and reasorfable with him
or harsh.”

After boy and horse had become acqualnit-
ed he invited his father to take & ride
in his company. The two set out for a gal-
lop through the forests. Emperor Willlam
Is regarded as a splendid horsemian, but he
told a circle of friends after this ride that

“THEM TWO."

(Copyright, 1905, by Louise R. Baker)
Written for The Star.
CHAPTER V.

““Want your Sundsay off 7"’ gquestioned Mrs.
Burdette, staring in mild surprise at the
meek little orphan.

“If you please,”” said Rosy, poiltely.

“Who put you up to it?” demanded the
mistress.

Thereupon the little boarder. who had
pavsed in the doorway, bounced into the
room.

“Mrs. Burdette,” she sald. “Mary Ann
over at Mrs. Brown's gets her Sunday off,
and nobody put my sister up to anything.
Mary Ann has promised to take us places
and show us things, and she's going to
wade in the marsh to get flowers and we
intend to teach her to walk.”

“Geod gracious allve!” exclaimed Mrs.
Burdette, I might have guessed Mary
Ann was at the bottom of a Sunday off.”

“She's not,” sald Maud, stanchly. *“She’'s
a nice, kind girl. If anybody's to blame
about anything you can blame me, Mrs.
Burdetts.'

“And T reckon It wouldn’t be any very
great mistake,” sald the mistress. “You
can have your Sunday off, Rosy, and per-
haps I'll be able to sit down to think in
quiet while the two of you are out of the
house.**

“Thank you, Mrs. Burdette,' said Rosy,
graciously.

“The latest.” said Mrs. Burdette, speak-
ing in a stage whisper to a neighbor who
dropped in for a morning chat, “is this:
Rosy's been inquiring about her Sunday of_l'.
Don't tell me that asylum children aren't
smart; they're too smart. Mary Ann put
her up to it and Maud egged her on.”’

“Maud’'s the little girl boarder?” inquired
the interested listener.

“Yes,"” sald Mrs., Burdette. “I promised
to place her in a home, but I'm afraid I

can't do it. I don't know how long the
asvlum folks will let things go on in this
way.’

“Is The other little girl satisfactory?”

asked the neighbor,

“‘She is and she isn’t,”” said Mrs. Burdettie,
“S8he's smart as she can be, and willing; but
somchow It comes to me over and over that
I'd a heap better have hired Henny Prater
and give old Suse Prater the wages that she
asked. Now, iIf I wanted a daughter it'd be
different. She’'s got the cutest hands, pret-
tier than her sister’s, though not so plump.
mayhe, and it does seem a shame to spoll
‘em with dish water. Law, I'd never been
worrying about Henny Prater's hands."

“After awhile you might want her for a
daughter, Mrs, Burdette,” sald the neigh-
bor

The mistress shook her head.
said, emphatienlly, 1 don't
irouble on me,”

“So Mary Ann ferreted "em out?’
neighbor, laughing. “Of course,

“No,”
want

ghe

that

said the
was

she

 bound to do it."”

“They're going off with her Sunday down

screnely, "They hear, Mrs. Burdette.”

over

settin’

and write, 1

degs.

| then gshe went to workon the dishes. Henny

to the woods and all over this part the coun-
try, I reckon.,” said the mistress, "and 1
told Rosy and Maud that then'd be my
chance to think a spell.”

“But, laws, Mra. Burdette,” said the
neighbor, “you're used to plenty of chiidren
In the summer, when the boarders are here.
It seems to me that these two oughtn't to
upset you."

“It's the responsibility,” sighed the mis-
tress, “‘Yesterday 1 found her laying on the
grass, with a ap of paper and a pencil, |
and she was drawing a picture, 2 house and |
a fence and a tree, just as natural—"

‘“That harum-scarum little boarder girl?”

“No, Rosy. She'd washed the dishes and
put them in the cupboard and hung up her
towels.
my soul, that the drawing was better suited
to her pretty little hands, and kind of wish-
ing In my heart that Henny Prather was |
in the kitchen taking her nap, resting up
for the evening."”

The neighbor bade good-bye a few minutes
later, and, passing on her way, she halted
‘at various houses by the roadside and gave
out the welcome news that Mrs, Burdetie
was having a time of it with (he asylum |
children; that it was hardly likely the asy-
lum “would continue indefinitely to pay
board fer the little girl, Maud; and Mrs,
Burdette was of the opinion that nobody in
the neighborhood would want the child |

Mary Ann's Sunday off began directly |
after her dinner dishes were washed and
put away. She arrived at Mrs. Burdette's
in breathless haste, wearing her new hat
and a great yellow tie, above which her
round face beamed brightly. She knocked
at the kitchen door and gave a start when
it was opened by the mistress.

"l come to see If them two was goln’
walkin',"” she =aid.

‘"They'll be ready soon as I give 'em a
talking to,” sald Mrs. Burdette.

“Yes, ma'am,” sald Mary Ann, sedately:
“I'l walt.”

“You'll wait and you'll listen,”
Burdette,

“Yes'm,” said Mary Ann.

“Rosy and M=zud!" called the mistress
from the hallway. “Hurry! your company’s
come!"’

sald Mrs.

In a minute two pairs of eager feet de-
scended the steps and Rosy and Maud ap-
peared. They wefe dressed for Rosy’s Sun-
day off. They wore thelr white asylum
dresses and the'r sailor hats, trimmed with
blue ribhbon.

“Yeu can go with Mary Ann.' said the
mistress, ‘*but, mind, you've got to take
care of your clothes. Mary Ann can walk
In the ma'sh if she chooses, but if yOou come
back here with your shoes muddy and vour
frocks torm, why this’ll be the first and
last ©f the Sunday-off business.'

The orphans nodded while Mary Ann said.

“Well, run along,” said the
“and don't ferget it, that's a!l.”

They smiled at her gratefully and walked
through the hall, down the front yard and
s;-iu the front gate, Mary Ann in the mia-
ale

“If it wasn't for Sundays off,” sild Mary
Ann, "I'd just as leave llve in the moun-
tains.""

“Maybe he'll be eating his dinner,” sald
Maud, her biue eyes seeking the chimney
tops and the tall trees.

“He don't eat no dinner till night,”
Mary Ann,

ish he is.

mistress,

saild
"You alls don't know how siyi-
Them clity boarders wanted Mrs.

Burdette to give dinner tn them at 6
o'clock, too, but she wouldn't; she aln't
gunno take no more trouble than she has
to. But trouble's got to be took arounda
him. He eats what he calls lunch at din-
ner time,”

“If he'eating his lunch, we won't see
him," said Rosy.

‘l1 think we'll see him all right,” sila

Mary Ann. “It's such a bright day: he'll
be wantin® to eatch sight o' his shadder.”
“I never seen him but onet,”” she con-
tinued. “I@was jest sech a preity day as
this'm and T had a minute to.-spare. 1 run
the flelds quick as lightnin’ and
gneaked up to the fence and there he was,
on a bench. Then I seen him git
up and take a wa then I -heerd him talk
to himself then Mm set down agn
had a minute or 1'a
dinner bell ring for
hint' go 'Mto his

[ seen
anly

his
to

waited
Tune
house. '’

“I wish we could walk in the frént way
and ring the doorbell and be shown, inte
the parlor,” said Maud.

“Go visitin’®' him?* inquired Mary Ann, in
a horrified volce.

Maud nodded.

“"Well,” sald

Lo
1'd

hear

like

SEeen

Mary Ann, *“vou
folks have more spunk thun
these parts. He run two men
they was peddlers.”

“We aren’t peddlers,”
i¥.

“I Kind o wish I didn't have on my yel-
ler tle,” sald Mary Ann, anxiously; ‘it
shows s0 far.” Bhe whisked it off. “Qirls,”
she said, "I hope the blue ribbon on your
hats don't ketch his eye, Say, you better
hide your hats. Why'd you dress in white?
Oh, I wish we all was dressed In green
leaves."

asyium
we'ims in
off "cause

sald Maud, proud-

Rosy and Maud took off their hats and
turned them so that the blue ribbons
wouldn’t show.

“Now we got to eclimb a fence,’” sald
Mary Ann. “You two be keerful aot to
tear your frocks. Don't let's talk no
more."”"

They climbed the fence, carefully and si-
lently, and silently and carefuly they fol-
lowed Mary Ann's stoeping flgure, thelrs
a:s0 =looping, between palings and wvery
high grass. In this way they reached Lthe
side of the great house. Onee Mary Ann
turned and put her fingers to her lips and
orce she sald “'Ssash!” as If they were In
fmmminent danger.

Suddenly the leader of the perilous expe-
dition paused, pressed her face to the pal-
ings and made a pantomimical movement
of complete satisfaction and gased rapt-
bound.

Seated on a rustic bench under a spreading
tree was a gentleman, tall and broad. He
wore a skull cap; his back was toward
them: they could smell clgar smoke.

“When will he get up?’ whispered Maud.

“Ssh!"” commanded Mary Ann. *“We goi
to wait.”

They walted a long time. Then the gron-

fleman rose, walked deliberately toward
the house and entered by a side door. They_
had seen nothing but his back.

“There!" exclaimed Mary Ann, raptur-

ously, “we done caught him.”

Rosy and Maud weére terribly disappoiat-
ed.

“I wanted to see his face,"” sald Rosy.

“T wanted to hear him talk to himself,”
said Maud,

“Well'll come back agaln
off,” said Mary Ann. *1 think we seen a
lot. He went in to his lunch and nary beil
rang for him; he just looked at his watenh.
He won't git up from the table in no big
hurry ’'cause he must have the best of
everything—a pawerful roast for nobody
but him. It's a wonder he don't keep some
Too mean, I reckom!”

“He didn’t look mean to me.'” sald Maud.

“He didn't look mean to me either,” said
Rosy, “but 1 wish we could have seen his
face." '

After that they went for flowers, onty
finding a few, to the chagrin of Mary Ann,
but the little girls from the asylum re-
celved with rapture the bunch of blue
swamp flowers that Mary Ann got out of
the “ma’sh.””

“We had a lovely day,” sald Maud, as
she and Rosy bade Mary Ann good-bye,
“and If he—"' she pointed toward the great
hidden house and the visible chimney tops—
“had just turned his head around a little
we could have seen his face.”

“He has beautiful hair,” sa!d Rosy.

“1 b'lieve you all wish he was some kin,”
sald Mary Ann.

They nodded gravely.

“I'm glad he's no kin to me,”” sald Mary
Ann, “I'd ruther have my mountaln folks
than him."

The following morning Mrs. Burdette
went off in the carryall, with Maud sea=d
beside her, She was going to the station
to meet her first summer boarder, & youug
ledy from the city., Maud was to:d that,
being little, she would have to sit at the
mistress’ feet on the way back, but she
sald she dldn't mind and was radiant.

Rosy, left to wash the breakfast dishes,
looked wistfully after the carryall. She was
wondering If the ydung lady from the city
would have more to do with Maud than
her, who was Maud’s own sister.

“Both of them will be boarders,” she
sald, with a cateh in her voice, “and I want
Maud to have a good thme always,” and

next Sanday

Prater would have sung loudly and forgot-
ten all her cares, if she had aceumulated

I couldn’t help thinking, to save '

Alffo dack Frost may

nip her Toes:

- =
f 22 =B =3
. mandarin In a voice very smail and (rame-
A Chinese Tale of Greed | 5
“¥You have done some one a grievous
wrong,”" replied the dragon. I give you a

BY MINERVA SPENCER HANDY
There was once a great
Titehiou, who llved
the struggles with poverty
everywhere experience
Tltchiou was

artist named

He had ali
that artists
One day, however,
made happy by receiving
a summons from the mandarin, who wanted
him to paint one wall of bed room.
This mandarin told that his foriune
would be made when the world knew that
he had been chosen to ornament the apart-
ment of 80 great a personage as a
darin. Titchiou knew this and was glad
indeed that fame was to come to h'm
last. He would have lked it er if he
had won a little fame and a great deal of
money, fQr Titchiou loved money more
than he should have done—belng an artist

After many months' work., the mandarin
summoned him to the presence of h's wife,
his daughters and a company of men, high

in China.

his
him

man-

at

b
hett

chance to right this wrong before it s too
late. Summon the painter Titchiou to the
palace and pay him for the work he has
done. Buddha orders this.™

The mandarin promised, the dragon dis-
appeared and the mandarin went his
way with fear and trembling.

The next day Titchiou recelved a
mons appesr before the mandarin
was congratulating himself upon the suc-
cess of his ruse and planning what he
should do with the fortune with which he
would return from the palace Arriving
there he was ushered into the presence of
the mandarin, who told him that he had
been ordered in the name of Buddha—the
Chinese god-—to pay him a great sum of
money

Titchou bowed very low and replied that
he thanked him in the name of Buddha and
A lot of lesser gods

Saying which two Chinese pages brought
in & bag full of gold colns which Titchiowu

on

sum-
He

in the officlal society of China, After com-
plimenting him upon the excellence of his
work he decorated him with a crystal but-
ton—a mark of great honor In China
Titchiou was very indignant and left the
palace vowing vengeance iupon the head
of the mandarin. The mandarin, he had
learned during his residence in the palace,
Was a great coward and particularly afraid

of any supernatural. Knowing this, Tit-
chiou constructed a hideous head of a
dragon so large and horrible that people
more sensible than this foolish mandarin
would have run away from It.

One night Titchiou slipped this awful-

looking dragon over his own head and pre-
pared to meet and frighten the mandarin

as he returned from some mission to a
neighboring province, It would be dark
when he was expected to pass that wav,

which fact made Titchiou's plan seem
the more possible,

all

“Stop!” thundered the dragon as the
mandarin walked through the darkness.
The mandarin did as he was told. No da

ger of such a fearful-looking monster not
being obeyed.
“What do you want of me?' asked the

recelved with open arme, then turned to
leave the room When he reached the
door he was stopped by a company of

soldiers, who ordered hlm to drop the bag,
He was selzed and dragged before the
mandarin whom he had left but a few
minutes before,

“You have tried to escape from the palace
with a bag of the emperor's money,” sald
the mandarin, “‘and such an act must be
punished, and 1 shall punish you by chop-
ping off your head—with pigtail attachment,
Belze him, soldlers.” The order was prompt-
ly obeyed.

“There

is one way out of
Titchiou,” went on the mandarin
I tell you about, for you are a very good
painter. Restore the bag of gold to me,
g0 home and bring the dragon to me, make
him apologize for his lies, and I will pardon
you—on one condition, that you palnt an-
other walil of my bed room on the same
terms—another crystal dbutton.”

Titchiou did net like this turn of affalrs
in the least, but he had to accept or loss
his head and pigtall. As the latter was
very long and silky and deeply attached to
his head, he decided to accept the man-
darin’s terms and the paintings are

Lwo
to be seen in the mandarin‘s palace to
this day.

this trouble,
“Which

The Parrot’s Rival.

In the house of the consu! in Bangkok is
a bird that keeps up an incessant chatter
that might almost be dubbed conversation,
g0 clever Is it. The volce of this bird is
very much like a human voice, far more so
than the parrot. The bird is called the
Mineur or Minor. It learns much more
readily than the parrot and is as clever
at Imitating as the American mocking-bird.
It whistles in exact imitation of its master
and sings whole songs through without
making a mistake. When it was first pnr-
chased it could only talk in Siamese, but In
a short while plcked up many sentences
of English.

The master of this cunning songster al-
ways summons hils servants to him by call-
ing “boy.” The mineur learned to do the
same thing, with the result that the ser-
vant was sent on a fool's errand many
{imes. None could tell whether the master
called “boy"" or the mineur. This greatly
annoyed the servant, whose owner told him
that he need not come unless he heard the
call “boy, boy,” repeated twice. In three
days’ time the mineur had learned this
trick and was dolng the same thing. Then
It was arranged that the master should
gtrike on the table or clap his hands as they
do in Turkey or Siam. This was too much
for the mineur, who found that his fun was
over,

A Lapland Birthday Present.

As soon as a Lapp baby Is born a relndeer
is presented to him. Thiz reindeer is liter-
ally his start in life, for not only that deer,
hut all its young—and as they grow up, all
thelr young deer—belong to the child. When
he Is of age he has guite a herd of his own.
This custom is of much greater use to him
than if every aunt, uncle and cousin he had
in the world presented him with the heavi-
est sllver spoon they could find. Don't
you think so?

 I'ns Little Funny Man.
; By Ollver Long.

is a funny Uttle man,
Who keeps a shop so queer;
You'll mever guess his business right
Not if you guess a year,

In rows upon his wooden shelves
Stand botiles blg and bright
All labeled peat in printed words

Refreshing to your sight.

His ‘E’ is fastened to the door,
Which always opens wide,
Invitlcg you to enter there:
“*A frst-class shive Inside.'’

Perhaps you thlpk he blacks your boots;
A second ﬁ'”““ reveals

That, though he is a “‘polisher,”
He shines not toes wor heels.

““Preserved Good Tempers” is the mest
~ The next !s “‘Powdered Song.” :
““Essence of Love” and “Balm of Peace™
the shelf;
'alth,”” “Tincture of Joy''—
.O'M’ !“M )
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Sewing in the Olden Days.
You know there were no such things as
sewing muchines before the civil war, con-
sequently all the stitches in the children's
clothes had to be taken by hand. A little
dress—an infant's slip—was recently ripped
up and how many stitches, the tinlest and
neatest, do you thing were found? By
actual count there were 307,000 stitches on
that dress, and the dress was not a very
elaborate one either.

Where Nickel Got Its Name.

The word came from the Swedish and »)

connected with Old Nick, an evil spirit.
The reasom it is applied to the metal wa
know as mnickel is because its ore, which

is copper-colored, decelved the miners, who
expected to obtain copper from it.

NEW &
PUZZLES

WORIDr SQUARE
1. D bear, 2. Pertalning to fire. 38 To casi
down. 4. Stops. L. A gown
CHARADE
My first word could not possibly be a shorte)

word, my second s jolly, my third is a v
Ing ability aod my whole s what every
proud to be.
DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

My primals snd my fiohls spell what boys and
girla like to do,
1. To hrcvest. girl'l
name.

2. A nobleman, 3 A

4. Bleepy.

JUMBLED OAPITALS OF STATES
1. Itllet Crok. , Rammtoencas, 3. Talatan. &
Enderv. 5. Fordarth. €. Katupe

BEHEADINGS.
Behead:

1. The entire thing and leave a cavity

2. A part of the arm and leave a coujunction

8. A plece of wood and leave what a clock does
4. Not fast and leave not high.

DIAMOND.
1. A consonant in *‘treating.’’ 2. Acquired skill
3. To salute. 4. A beverage. 5. A consonaut {
“treating."

HIDDEN PLANETS.

1. Mars. 2. Venus. 3. Saturn.

WORD S8QUARE.

4. Uranus, \
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ENIGMA.

Eitel had given him a race for life. He

leaped ditches and hedges, took the rough-

est roads. held his horse under perfect

control and won the greatest praise. 7

It is told of this boy that he cannot
without

Joliony Joses deew a pleture of a gost cart on his slate 28 you see it. ‘“That pleture. shows, "’
sald Johnny, “the pame San inventor, the name of the first thing he Invented which brought him
fame and the date of Lis invention, Read the underlined words only. You all ksow what it is, for,
besldes siudylog sbout it in history, you have all s2en plctures of the article, If not the real thing
itself."’

Teacher told the class that all who could not guess It
tvo, or can you solve this? ;

must be wery “‘dense.’’ Are you dense;




